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hideous disease, the contagion has spread; the remedy must be
dreadful. Woe to those on whom it will fall!
'His Koyal Highness the Prince of Joinville, Admiral of
France, has hastened, as we before stated, to the disturbed
districts, and takes with him his cavalerie de la marine. It is
hard to think that the blades of those chivalrous heroes must be
buried in the bosoms of Frenchmen; but so be it; it is those
monsters -who have asked for blood; not we. It is those ruffians
who hare began to quarrel ; not we. We remain calm and
hopeful, reposing under the protection of the dearest and best of
sovereigns.
' The wretched Pretender, who called himself Duke of Brittany,
has been seized, according to our prophecy ; he was brought
before the Prefect of Police yesterday, and his insanity being
proved beyond a doubt, he has been consigned to a strait-waist-
coat at Charenton. So may all incendiary enemies of our
Government be overcome!
* His Royal Highness the Duke of Nemours is gone into the
department of the Loire, where he will speedily put an end to
the troubles in the disturbed districts of the Bocage and La
Yende'e. The foolish young Prince, who has there raised his
standard, is followed, we hear, by a small number of wretched
persons, of whose massacre we expect every moment to receive
the news. He too has issued Ms proclamation, and our readers
will smile at its contents:
C"WE, HENEY,   Fifth of the  Name, King of France
and Navarre, to all whom it may concern, greeting :
c " After years of exile we have once more unfurled in France
the banner of the lilies. Once more the white plume of Henri IV.
floats in the crest of his little son! (petit fils). Gallant nobles 1
worthy burgesses! honest commons of my realm, I call upon
you to rally round the orinamme of France, and summon the ban
and arriere-ban of my kingdoms. To my faithful Bretons I need
no appeal. The country of Duguesclin has loyalty for an heir-
loom. To the rest of my subjects, my atheist misguided subjects,
their father makes one last appeal. Come to me, my children 1
your errors shall be forgiven. Our holy Father, the Pope, shall
intercede for you. He promised it when, before my deparature
on this expedition, I kissed his inviolable toe 1
'"Our afflicted country cries aloud for reforms. The
infamous universities shall be abolished. Education shall no
longer be permitted. A sacred and wholesome inquisition shall
be established. My faithful nobles shall pay no more taxes. All